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THE. 


MAYOR OF GCARRATT. 


—— 


ACT I. 
SCENE Sir Jacos's Houſe at Garrat, 


Enter Sir JAcoz. 


Sir Jacob. 
R OG ER— 


Enter ROGER. 


Reg. Anan, Sir— 

S: Jac. Sir, ſirrah! and why net Sir 
Jacob, you raſcal? Is that all your man- 
ners ? Has his Majeſty dubb'd me a Knight 
for you to make me a Miſter? Are the 
candidates near upon coming ? 

Reg. Nic Gooſe, the taylor, from Put- 
ney, they ſay, will be here in a crack, Sir 
Jacob. | 

Sir Fac. Has Margery fetch'd in the 
linen ? | 

Reg. Yes, Sir 2 

Sir Fac. Are the pigs and the poultry 
lock'd up in the barn ? 

Rog. Safe, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Jac, And the plate and ſpoons in the 
pantry ? WE 
| A 2 | Rog. 
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Rog. Yes, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Fac. Then give me the key; the 
mob will ſoon be upon us; and all is fiſh 
that comes to their net. Has Ralph laid 
the cloth in the hall? 

Rog. Yes, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Fac. Then let him bring out the 
turkey and chine, and be ſure there is plen- 
ty of muſtard; and, d'ye hear, Roger, do 
vou ſtand yourſelf at the gate, and be care- 
ful who you let in. 

Rog. I will, Sir Jacob. Exit Rog. 

Sir Fac. So, now I believe things are 
pretty ſecure: But I can't think what makes 

my daughters ſo late ere they— 
gs 3 at the gate. 
Who is that, Roger! | 

Roger without, Maſter Lint, the potter- 
carrier, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Fac. Let him in. What the deuce 
can he want? | 


Enter Lint. 


Sir Jac. Well, maſter Lint, your will ? 
Lint, Why, 1 come, Sir Jacob, partly to 

enquire after your health ; and partly, as I 

may ſay, to ſettle the buſineſs of the day. 

Sir fac. What buſineſs ? 

Lint. Your worſhip knoweth, this being 
the day of election, the rabble may be riot- 
ous; in which caſe, maims, bruiſes, contu- 

ſions, 
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ſions, diſlocations, fractures ſimple and com- 
pound, may likely enſue: now your wor- 
ſhip need not be told, that I am not only a 
pharmacopoliſt, or vender of drugs, but 
likewiſe chirurgeon, or healer of wounds. 

Sir Jac. True, maſter Lint, and equally 
ſkillful in both. Ry 

Lint. It is your worſhip's pleaſure to ſay 
fo, Sir Jacob: Is it your worthip's will that 
I lend a miniſtrin hand to the maim'd : ? 

Sir Jac. By all means. | 
Lint. And to whom muſt I bring in my 
bill ? | 

Sir Jac. Doubtleſs, the veltry. | 

Lint. Your worſhip knows, that, kill or 
cure, I have contracted to phyfic the pariſh 
poor by the great: but this muſt be a Cn 
parate charge. 

Sir Jac. No, no; all under one: come, 
maſter Lint, don't be unreaſonable. 

Lint. Indeed, Sir Jacob, I can. hardly af- 
ford it. What with the dearnefs of drugs, 
and the number of patientsthe peace has pro- 
cured me, I can't get ſalt to my porridge. 

Sir Fac: Bad this year, the 3 the 
next We muſt take things rou gh and 
ſmooth as they run. 

Lint. Indeed I have a very hard bargains 

Sir Fac. No ſuch matter; we are, neigh- 
bour Lint, a little better infrufcd. For- 
merly, indeed, a fit of illneſs was very ex- 


A 3 | penſi ve: 5 
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penſive; but now, phyſic is cheaper than 
food. 5 
_ Lint. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Si Fac. No, no; your eſſences, elixirs, 
emetics, ſweats, drops, and your paſtes, and 
your pills, have ſilenced your peſtles and 
mortars. Why a fever, that would former- 
ly have coſt you a fortune, you may now 

cure for twelve penn'orth of powder. 
L.int. Or kill, Sir Jacob. LS. 

Sir Jac. And then as to your ſcurvies, 
and gouts, rheumatiſms, conſumptions, 
coughs, and catarrhs, tar-water and tur- 
pentine will make you as ſound as a roach. 

. Lint, Noſtrums! Ws 

Sir Fac. Specifics, ſpecifics, maſter Lint. 

Lint, I am very ſorry to find a man of 
your worſhip's—— Sir Jacob, a promoter 
of puffs; and encourager of quacks, Sir 
Jacob. F LEM 

Sir Fac. Regulars, Lint, regulars ; look 
at their names—Roger, bring me the news 
not a ſoul of them but is either P. L. or 
M. D. 


Link. Plaguy liars ! Murderous dogs! 


Roger brings the News. 


Sir Fac, Liars! Here, look at the liſt 
of their cures. The oath of Margery 
Squab, of Ratcliff-Highway, ſpinſter. 
Lint, Perjuries. . 4 
Sir 
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Sir Jac. And ſee here, the churchwar- 
dens have ſigned it. 


Lint. Fictitious, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Fac. Sworn before the worſhipful 
Mr. Juſtice Drowſy, this thirteenth day 
of . 


Lint. Forgery. 


Sir Jac. Why, harkye, firrah, do you 
think Mr. Juſtice Drowſy would ſet his 
hand to a forgery ? 

Lint, I know, Sir Jacob, that woman; 
ſhe has been cured of fifty diſeaſes in a 
fortnight, and every one of em mortal. 

Sir Fac. You impudent— 

Lint. Of a dropſy, by Weſt— 

Sir Tac. Audacious— 

Lunt. A cancer, by Cleland— 

Str Jac. Arrogant— 

Lint. A pally, by Walker 

Sir Jac. Impertinent— 

Lint. Gout and ſciatic, by Rock. 
Sir Jac. Infolent— 


Lint. Conſumption, by Stevens's drops. 
Sir Jac. Paltty— 


Lmt. And ſquinting, by the Chevalier 
Taylor— 


Sir fac. Pill-gilding puppy! 


Lint. And as to the Juſtice, ſo the . 
davit brings him a ſhilling— 


Str Fac. Why, harkye, raſcal, how dare 
you abuſe the commiſſion ?—You blood- 


ꝗ 4 letting, 
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ting, tooth-drawing, corn-cutting, worm- 
killing, bliſtering, gliſtering— 155 

Lint. Bleſs me, Sir Jacob, I did not 
think to— _ 

Sir Fac. What firrah, do you inſult me 
in my office? Here, Roger, out with him 
turn him out. 

Lint. Sir, as I hope to be ; 

Sir Fac. Away with him, You ſcoun- 
drel, if my clerk was within, I'd ſend you 
this inſtant to Bridewell. Things are come 
to a pretty pals, indeed, if after all my read- 
ing in Wood, and Nelſon, and Burn; if af. 
ter twenty years attendance at turnpike- 
meetings, ſeſſions petty and quarter; if af- 
ter ſettling of rates, licencing ale-houſes, 
and committing of vagrants—Butal] reſpect 
to authority is loſt, and Unus Quorum now- 
a-days is no more regarded than a petty 
conſtable. [ Knocking, | Roger, ſee who 

is at the gate? Why the fellow is deaf. 

Rog. Juſtice Sturgeon, the fiſhmonger, 
from Brentford.  _ | 
Sir fac. Gad's my life! and Major to 
the Middleſex militia, Uſher him in, 
Roger. | | 


Enter Major Sturgeon. 


Sir Fac, I could have wiſh'd you had 
come a little ſooner, Major Sturgeon. 


Major. 


—— * — —— — ug on . — 


n 
e 


neral good, indeed, I am glad of the peace; 
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Major. Why, what has been the mat- 
ter, Sir Jacob ? 

Sir Fac. There has, Major, been here 
an impudent pill-monger, who has dar'd to 


ſcandalize the whole body of the bench. 


Major. Inſolent companion! had I been 
here, I would have mittiimus'd the raſcal at 
once. 


Sir Fac. No, no, he wanted the Major 


more than the Magiſtrate; a few ſmart 


ſtrokes from your cane would have fully 


anſwer'd the purpole—Well, Major, our 


wars are done; the rattling drum, and 
ſqueaking file, now woundourearsnomore. 

Major. True, Sir i our corps is 
diſembodied, ſo the French may flcep in 
{ecurity. 

Sir Fac. But, Major, was it not ater 
late in life for you to enter upon the Pro: 
feſſion of arms ? 

Major. A little aukward in the begin- 
ning, Sir Jacob : the great difficulty t 1 
had was, to get me to turn out my 8 5 
but uſe, uſe reconciles all them kind of 
things : why, after my firſt campaign, I 


no more minded the noiſe of the guns than 
a flea-bite. 


Str Jac. No! 


Major. No. There is more made of 
theſe matters than they merit, For the ge- 


but 


10 THE MAYOR 


but as to my fingle ſel{—And yet, we have 
had ſome deſperate duty, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Jac. No doubt. ON 

Major. Oh! ſuch marchings and coun- 
ter- marchings, from Brentford to Elin, from 
Elin to Acton, from Acton to Uxbridge ; 
the duſt flying, ſun ſcorching, men ſweat- 
ing—Why, there was our Jaſt expedition 
to Hounſlow, that day's work carried off 
Major Moloſſas. Bunhill-fields never ſaw 
a braver commander! He was an irrepa- 
rable loſs to the ſervice. 10 

Sir Fac. How came that about? 

Major. Why, it was partly the Mayor's 
own fault; I adviſed him to pull off his 
ſpurs before he went upon action; but he 
was reſolute, and would not be rul'd. 

Sir Fac. Spirit; zeal for the ſervice. 

Major. Doubtleſs—But to proceed : In 
order to get our men in good ſpirits, we 
were quartered at Thiſtleworth the even- 
ing before; at day-break, our regiment 
formed at Hounſlow town's end, as it 
might be about here. The Major made a 
fine diſpoſition : on we march'd, the men 
all in high ſpirits, to attack the gibbet 
where Garde] 1s hanging ; but turning 
down a narrow lane to the left, as it 
might be about there, in order to poſſeſs a 
pig's ſtye, that we might take the gallows 
in flank, and, at all events, ſecure a re- 
treat, who ſhould come by but a drove of 


8 fat 


2 : 
7 
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at oxen for Smithfield. The drums beat in 
the front, the dogs bark'd 1n the rear, the 
oxen ſet up a gallop; on ny came thun- 
dering upon us, broke through our ranks in 


an inſtant, and threw the whole corps in 
confuſion. 


Sir Fac. Terrible! 
Major. The Mayor's horſe took to his 
heels; away he ſcour d over the heath. That 
gallant commander ſtuck both hisſpurs into 
the flank, and for ſome time held by his 
mane ; but in croſſing a ditch, the horſe 
threw up his head, gave the Major a dowſe 
in the chops, and plump'd him into a gra- 
vel-pit, juſt by the powder-mills. | 
Sir Fac. Dreadful! 
Major. Whether from the fall or the 
fright, the Major mov'd off in a month 
Indeed it was an unfortunate day for us all. 
Sir Fac. As how? ND 
Major. Why, as Captain Cucumber, 
Lieutenant Patty-Pan, Enſign Tripe, and 
myſelf, were returning to town in the Turn- 
ham-Green ſtage, we were ſtopp'd near the 
Hammerſmith turnpike, and robb'd and 
ſtripp'd by a foot- pad. i 2 
Str Jac. An unfortunate day, indeed! 
Major. But in ſome meaſure to make me 
amends, I got the Major's commiſſion. 
Sir Jac, You did. — 
Major. 
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Major. O yes. I was the only one of 


the corps that could ride; otherwiſe, we al. 


ways ſucceeded of courle: no jumping over 
heads, no underhand work among us; all 
men of honour; and I muſt do the regiment 
the juſtice to ſay, there never was a ſet of 
more amiable officers. 
Sir Jac. Quiet and peaceable. 5 
Major. As lambs, Sir Jacob. Excepting 
one boxing- bout at the Three Compaſſes in 
Acton, between Captain Sheers and the Co- 
lonel, concerning a game at All- fours, 1 
don't remember a ſingle diſpute. 
Sir Jac. Why, that was mere mutiny ; 
the Captain ought to have been broke. 
Major. He was; for the Colonel not on- 
Ty took away his cockade, but his cuſtom; 
and I don't think poor Captam Sheers has 
done a ſtitch for him ſince. | 
Sir Fac. But you ſoon ſupplied the loſs 
of Melos f.. 
Major. In part only; no, Sir Jacob, he 
had great experience; he was train'd up to 
arms from his youth; at ſixteen he trail'd a 
pike in the Artillery-ground; at eighteen 
got a company in the Smithfield pioneers; 
and by the time he was twenty, was made 
aid-dercamp to Sir Jeffery Grub, Knight, 
Alderman, and Colonel of the Yellow. 
Sir Fac, A rapid riſe! 
5 | Major, 


4 
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Major. Ves, he had a genius for war; 
but what I wanted in practice, I made up 
by doubling my diligence. Our porter at 
home had been a ſerjeant of marines; ſo af- 
ter ſhop was ſhut up at night, he us'd to 
teach me my exerciſe ; and he had not to 
deal with a dunce, Sir Jacob. 

Str Fac. Your progrels was great. 

Major. Amazing. In a week I could 
ſhoulder, and reſt, and poize, and turn to 
the right, and wheel to the left; and in leſs 
than a month I could fire without winking 
or blinking. | | 

Sir Jac. A perfect Hannibal! 

Major. Ah, and then I learnt to form 
lines, and hollows, and ſquares, and evolu- 
tions, and revolutions : let me tell you, Sir 
Jacob, it was lucky that Monſieur Lene his 
myrmidons at home, or we ſhould have pep- 
per'd his flat-bottom'd boats. 

Str Fac. Ay, marry, he had a marvellous 
eſcape. 85 

Major. We would a taught him what a 
Briton can do, whois fighting proaruts and 


focus. 


Str Fac. Pray now, Major, which do you 
look upon as the beſt diſciplin'd troops, the 
London regiments, or the Middleſex militia? 
Major. Why, Sir Jacob, it does not be- 
come me to ſay; but lack-a-day, they have 
never ſeen any ſervice Holiday ſoldiers ! 

| I Why, 
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Why, I don't believe, unleſs indeed upon a 
lord-mayor's day, and that mere matter of 
accident, that they were ever wet to the 
kin in their lives. 

Str Fac. Indeed! | | 
Major. No! ſoldiers for ſun-ſhine, Cock- 
neys ; they have not the appearance, the 
air, the freedom, the Jenny ſequi that Oh 
could you but ſee me ſalute! you have 
ne ver a ſpontoon in the houſe ? 

Sir Fac. No; but we could get you a 

ſhove-pike. 
Major. No matter. Well, Sir Jacob, and 
how are your fair daughters, ſweet Mrs. 
Sneak, and the lovely Mrs. Bruin ; 1s ſhe as 
lively and as brilhant as ever ? 

Sr Fac. Oh, oh, now the murder is out; 
this viſit was intended for them: come, own 
now, Major, did not you expect to meet 
with them here? You officers are men of 
. Tuch gallantry ! 

Major. Why, we do tickle up the ladies, 
Sir Jacob; there is no reſiſting a red coat. 

Str Fac. True, true, Major. 

Major. But that is now all overwith me. 
* Farewell to the plumed ſteeds and neigh- 
« ing troops, as the black man ſays in the 
play; like the Roman cenſurer, I ſhall re- 
tire to my Savine field, and there cultivate 
cabbages. 

Sir Fac. Underthe ſhadeof your laurels, 

Major. 


ab 
\ 


or dead? 
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Major. True; I have done with the Ma- 
jor, and now return to the Magiſtrate ; Ce- 
dunt Arma Togge. | _ 

Sir Jac. Still in the ſervice of your 
country. 

Major. True; man was not made for 
himſelf; and fo, thinking that this would 
prove a buſy day in the juſticing way I am 
come, Sir Jacob, to lend you a hand, 

Sir Fac. Done like a neighbour. 

Major. I have brought, as I ſuppoſe moſt 
of our buſineſs will be in the battery way, 
ſome warrants and mittimuſes ready fill'd 
up, with all but the names of the parties, 
in order to ſave time. 

Sir Fac. A provident magiſtrate. 

Major. Pray, how ſhall we manage as to 
the article of ſwearing; for I reckon we 
ſhall have oaths as plenty as hops. 

Str Fac. Why, withregardtothat branch 
of our buſineſs, to-day, I believe, the law 
mult be ſuffer'd to ſleep. ” 

Major. I ſhould think we might pick up 
ſomething that's pretty that way. 

Sir Fac. No, poor raſcals, they would 
not be able to pay; and as to the ſtocks, we 
ſhould never nd room for their legs. 

Major. Pray, Sir er is Matthew Mar- 
row. bone, the butcher of your town, living 


Sir Fac. Living. 
IR Major. 
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Major. And ſwears as much as he uſed ? 

Str Jac. An alter'd man, Major; not an 
oath comes out of his mouth. 

Major. You ſurpriſe me ; why, when he 
frequented our town of a market-day, he 
has taken out a guinca in oaths—and quite 
chang'd ? 

Sr Jac. Entirely; they ſay his wife has 
made him a M ed t, and chat he preaches 
at Kennington-Common. 

Major. What a deal of miſchief thoſe 
raſcals do in the country—Why then we 
have entirely loſt him ? 

Str Jac. In that way ; but I gota brace 
of bind-overs from him laſt week for a 
couple of baſtards. 

Major. Well done, maſter Matthew—but | 
pray now, Sir Jacob 


[| Mob without huzza! 
Sir Jac. What's the matter now, Roger? 


Enter Roger. 


Rog. The electors deſire to know, if your 
3 has any body to recommend 

Sir Fac. By no means; let them be free 
in their choice: I ſhan't interfere. 

Rog. And if your worſhip has any ob- 

Jection to Criſpin Heel-Tap the Cobler's 

being returning officer? 

Sy Fac. None, provided the raſcal can 


keep himſelf ſober : Is he there? | 
Rog. 
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Rog. Ves, Sir Jacob: make way there; 
ſtand farther off from the gate: here is Ma- 
dam Sneak in a chair, alongwith herhuſband. 

Major. Gad-lo, you will permit me to 
convov her in? Exit Major. 

Sir Fac. Now here is one of the evils of 
war. This Sturgeon was as pains taking a 
Billingſgate-broker as any in the bills of 
mortality. But the fiſh is got out of his 
element; the ſoldier has quite demoliſh'd 
the citizen. 


Enter Mrs. Sneak handed by the Major. 
Mrs. Sneak. Dear Major, I demand a 


million of pardons. I have given you a pro- 
ſuſion of trouble; but my huſband is ſuch 
a gooſe-cap, that I can't get no good out of 
him at home or abroad Jerry, Jerry Sneak! 
 —Yourbleſling, Sir Jacob. 


Sir Fac. Daughter, you are welcome to 
Garratt. 


Mrs. Sneak. Why, Jerry Sneak ! I ſay: 
Enter Sneak, with a band-box, a hoop-pet- 
{icoat under his arm, and cardinal, &c. 


&c. &c. &c. 


Sneak. Here, lovy. 
Mrs. Sneak. Here, looby : there, lay theſe 
things in the hall; and then go and look 
after the horſe: are you ſure you have got 
all the things out of the chaile ? 


B | Sneak: 
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Sneak. Yes, chuck. 
Mrs. Sneak. Then give me my fan. 
Jerry drops the things in ſearching 
EY by has pocket for the fan. 
Mrs Sneaꝶ. Did ever mortal ſee ſuch a— 
I declare, I am quite aſham'd to be ſeen 
with him abroad: go, get you gone out of 
my ſight. ; 

Sneak. I go, lovy: Good-day to my fa- 
ther- in-la w. | 

Str Jac. J am glad to ſee you, ſon Sneak: 
But where is yourbrother Bruin and his wife. 

Sneak. He will be here anon, father Sir 
Jacob; he did but juſt ſtep into the Alley 
to gather how tickets were ſold. 

Str Jac. Very well, lon Sneak. | 

Exit Sneak. 

Mrs Sneak. Son! yes, and a pretty fon 
you have provided, 

Sir Fac. I hope all for the beſt: why, 
what terrible work there would have been, 
had you married ſuch a one as your fiſter? 
one houſe could never have contain'd you 
— Now, I thought this meek mate— 
Mes Sneak. Meek! a muſhroom! a 

8 

Sr Jac. Lookye, Molly, 1 have mar- 
ried you to a man; take care you don't 
make him a monſter. Exit Sir Jac. 

Mrs Sneak. Monſter! Why, Major, the 
fellow has no more heart thana mouſe: Had 

my 
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my kind ſtars indeed allotted me a military 
man, I ſhould, doubtleſs, have deported 
myſelf in a beſeemingly manner. 

Major. Unqueſtionably, madam. 

Mrs Sneak. Nor would the Major have 
found, had 1t been my fortune tointermarry 
with him, that Molly Jollup would have 
diſhonoured his cloth. 

Major. I ſhould have been too happy. 

Mrs. Sneak. Indeed, Sir, I reverence the 
army; they are all ſo brave; ſo polite ; ſo 
every thing a woman can wiſh 

Major. Oh! madam— 

Mrs. Sneak. So elegant; ſo genteel ; ſo 
obliging: and then the rank; why, who 
would dare to aftront the wife of a Major? 

Major. No man with impunity ; that I 
take the freedom to ſay, madam. 

Mrs. Sneak. I know it, good Sir: Oh! 
I am no ſtranger to what I have mil[sd. 

Major. Oh, madam !—Let me die, but 
ſhe has infinite merit. Aſide. 

Mrs. Sneak. Then to be join'd to a ſneak- 
ing {lovenly cit; a paltry, praying, pitiful 
pin- maker! | | 

Major. Melancholy ! | 

Mrs. Sneak. To be joſtled and cramm'd 
with the crowd; no reſpett, no place, no 
precedence; to be choak'd with ho ſmoak 
of the city; no country jaunts but to Iſling- 
ton; no balls but at Pewterers-hall. 


B 2 Major. 
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Major. Intolerable! 

Ars. Sneak. I ſee, Sir, you have a pro- 
per ſenſe of my ſufferings. 

Major. And would ſhed my beſt blood 
to relieve them. 

Mrs. Sneak. Gallant gentleman ! 

Major. The brave muſt favour the fair. 

Mrs. Sneak. Intrepid Major! 

Mjor. Divine Mrs. Sneak! 

Mrs. Sneak. Obliging commander ! 

Major. MightIbepermitted the honor 

Mrs. Sneak. Sir 

Major. Juſttoraviſhakiſsfromyourhand. 

Mrs. Sneak. You have a right to all we 
can grant. 

Major. Courteous, condeſcending, com- 
piyng—Hum—Ha | 

Enter Sneak. 

Sneak. Chuck, my brother and ſiſter 
Bruin are juſt turning the corner; the Clap- 
ham ſtage was quite full, and ſo they came 
by water. 

Mrs. Sneak. I wiſh they had all been 
ſous'd in the Thames—A praying, imperti- 


nent puppy! 
Major. Next time I will clap a centinel 


to ſecure the door. 

Mrs. Sneak. Major Sturgeon, permit me 
to withdraw for a moment; my dreſs de- 
mands a little repair. 


Major. Your f s molt entire] y de- 
| Voted, 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sneak. Ladyſhip! he is the very 
Broglio and Belleiſle of the army! 

Sneak. Shall I wait upon you, dove ? 

Mrs. Sneak. No, dolt; what, would you 
leavethe Major alone ?isthat your manners, 
you mongrel ? 

Major. Oh, madam, Ican never be alone; 
your ſweet idera will be my conſtant com- 
panion. 

Mrs. Sneak. Mark that: I am ſorry, Sir, 
I am obligated to leave you, 

Major. Madam— 

Mrs. Sneak. 6 
ed companion. 

Major. Oh, madam — 

Wes Sneak. But as ſoon as my drels 1s 
reſtored, I ſhall fly to relieve your diſtreſs. 

Major. For that moment I ſhall wait with 
the greateſt impatience. 

Mrs. Sneak. Courteous commander, 

Mayor. Barragon of women! 

Mrs Sneak. Adieu! | 

Major. Adieu! | Exit Mrs. Sneak. 

Sneak. Notwithſtanding, Sir, all my 
chicken has ſaid, I am ſpecial company 
when ſhe 1s not by. 

Major. I doubt not, maſter Sneak. 

Sneak. If you would but come one Thurſ- 
day. night to our club, at the Nag's- Head, 
in the Poultry, you would meet {ome roar- 
ing, rare boys, rfaith; There's Jemmy Per- 

B 3 kins, 
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kins, the packer; little Tom Simkins, the 
grocer ; honeſt Maſter Muzzle, the mid- 

wife | | 
Major. A goodly company! 

Sneak, Ay, and then ſometimes we have 
the Choice Spirits from Comus's Court, and 
we crack jokes, and are ſo jolly and funny; 
I have learnt myſelf to ſing An old wo- 
man clothed in grey.” But I durſt not ſing 
out loud, becauſe my wife would overhear 
me; and ſhe ſays as how I bawl worſer than 
the broom-man. 

Major. And you muſt not think of diſo- 
bliging your lady. 

Sneak. I never does: I never contradicts 
her, not I. 

Major. That's right: ſhe is a woman of 
infinite merit. 

Sneak. O, a power: and don't you think 
ſhe is very pretty withal ? 

Major. A Venus! 

Sneak. Yes, werry like Wenus —Mayhap 
you have known her ſome time? 

Major. Long. | 

Sneak, Belike, before ſhe was married? 

Major. I did, Maſter Sneak. 

Sneek. Ay, when the was a wirgin, I. 
thought you was an old acquaintance, by 
your killing her hand; for we ben't quite ſo 
familiar as that---But then, indeed, we 
han't been married a year, 

| Major. 
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Major. The meer honey-moon. 

Sneak. Ay, ay, I ſuppole we ſhall come 
to it by degrees. 7 . 

Bruin | within | Come along Jane; why 
you are as purſy and lazy, you jade— 


Enter Bruin and Wife; Bruin with a cot- 
ton cab on; his Wife with his wig, great- 
coat, and fiſhing-rod. 
Bruin. Come, Jane, give me my wig z 

you ſlut, how you have touſled the curls? 

Maſter Sneak, a good morning to you. 

Sir, I am your humble ſervant, unknown. 


Enter Roger. 


Rog. Mrs. Sneak begs to ſpeak with 
the Major. 

Major. I will wait on the lady imme 
diately. 

Sneak. Don't tarry an inſtant; you can't 
think how impatient ſhe is. [Exit Major. 

Sneak. A good morrow to you, brother 
Bruin; you have had a warm walk acroſs 
the ſields. | 

Mrs. Bruin. Good lord, I am all in a 
muck.— 

Bruin. And who may you thank for it, 
huſſy ? If you had got up time enough, 
you might have fecur'd the ſtage ; but you 
are a lazy lie-a-bed. 

Mrs. Bruin. There's Mr. Sneak keeps 
my ſiſter a chay. 


B 4 Bruin. 
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Bruin. And ſo he may; but I know bet- 
ter what to do with my money : indeed, if 
the war had but continued awhile, I don't 
know what mought ha' been done; but this 
plaguy peace, with a pox to't, has knock'd 
up all the trade of the Alley. 

Mrs. Bruin, For the matter of that, we 
can afford it well enough as it is. ; 

Bruin. And how do you know that ? 
Who told you as much, Mrs. Mixen? I 
hope I know the world better than to truſt 
my concerns with a wife: no, no, thank 
you for that, Mrs. Jane. 

Mrs. Bruin. And pray who is more fit- 
terer to be truſted ? | T0 

Bruin. Hey-day! Why, the wench is 
bewitch'd: come, come, let's have none of 
your palaver here—Take twelve-pence 
and pay the waterman.—But firſt ſee if he 
has broke none of the pipes—And, d'ye 
hear Jane, be ſure to Jay the hſhing-rod 
ſafe. a | Exit Mrs. Bruin. 

Sneak. Ods me, how finely ſhe's ma- 
nag'd! what would 1 give to have my 
wife as much under! ; 
Bruin. It is all your own fault, brother 

Sneak. | | 

Sneak. D'ye think ſo? ſhe is a ſweet 
Pretty creature. 

Bruin. A vixen. 


Sneak. 
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Sneak. Why, to ſay the truth, ſhe does 
now and then heftork little; and. between 
ourlelves, domineers likethedevil: OLord, 
lead the life of a dog: why, ſhe allows me 
but two ſhillings a week for my pocket. 

Bruin. No! 

Sneak. No. man; 'tis ſhe that receives 
and pays all: and then I am forc'd to trot 
after her to church, with her cardinal, pat- 
tens, and prayer: book, for all the world as 
if I was ſtill a'prentice. 


Bruin. Zounds! I would ſouſe them all | 
in the kennel. 

Snea+. I durſt not—And then at le, 
I never gets what J loves. 

Bruin. The devil! 

Sneak. No; ſhe always helps me herſelf 
to the tough druniſticks of turkies, and the 
damn'd fat flaps of ſhoulders of mutton; I 
don't think I have eat a bit of under- cruſt 
ſince we have been married: you ſee bro- 
ther Bruin, I am almoſt as thin as a lath. 

Bruin. An abſolute ſkeleton | 

Sneak. Now, if you think I could carry 
my point, I would ſo {winge and leather 
my lambkin; God, I would ſo curry and 


claw her. 


Prum. By the lord Harry, ſhe richly 
deſerves it. 


Sneak, Will you, brother, lend me a lift. 
Bruin. Command me at all times. 


Steak, 
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Sneak. Why then, I will verily pluck up 
a- ſpirit ; and the firſt time ſhe offers to 
Mrs. Sneak| within | Jerry, Jerry Sneak! 
Sneak. Gad's my life, ſure as a gun that's 
her voice: look-ye, brother, I don't chuſe 
to breed a diſturbance in another body's 
houſe ; but as ſoon as ever I get home 
Bruin. Now is your time, 
Sneak. No, no; it would not be decent. 
Mrs, Sneak. [within | Jerry! Jerry !— 
Sneak. I come, lovy. But you will be 
ſure to ſtand by me? 
Bruin. Trot, nincompoop. 
Sneak. Well, if I dont—I wiſh— 
Mrs. Sneak. | within. ] Where is this lazy 
puppy a-loitering? 
Sneak. I come, chuck, as faſt as I can— 
Good Lord, what a ſad life do I lead! 
Exit Sneak. 
Bruin. Ex quovis linguo: who can make 
a ilk purſe of a ſow's ear? 


Enter Sir Jacob. 


Sir Fac. Come, ſon Bruin, we are all 

ſeated at table, man; we have but juſt time 

for a ſnack: the candidates are near upon 

coming. 

Bruin. A poor, paltry, mean- ſpirited 

Damn it, before lwould ſubmit to ſuch a— 
Sir Fac, Come, come, man; don't be ſo 

| cruſty, 


Bruin 
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Bruin. I follow, Sir Jacob: Damme? 


when once a man gives up his prerogative? 
he might as well give up—But, however, it 
is no. bread and butter of mine—]erry, 
Jerry! Zounds, I would Jerry and jerk 
her too. | | Exit, 


End of the Firſt Act. 


— 
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ACT II. Scene continues. 


Sir Tacos, Major STURGEON, Mr. and 


Mrs. Bruin, Mr. and Mrs. SNEAK, 
diſcovered. 


* 


M Vs. Sneak. 


NDEED, Major, not a grain of curioſity. 
Can it be thought that we, Who have a 
Lord-Mayor's ſhow every year, can take 
any pleaſure in this? 
Major. In time of war, madam, theſe 
meetings are not amiſs: I fancy a man 
might pick up a good many recruits: but in 
theſe piping times of peace, I wonder Sir 
Jacob pernnts it. | 
Str Fac. It would, Major, coſt me my 
popularity to quaſh it: the common people 
are as fond of their cuſtoms as the barons 
were of their Magna Charta: beſides, my 
tenants make ſome little advantage. 


Enter 
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Enter Roger. 


Rog. Criſpin Heel-Tap, withtheeleCors, 
are {et out from the Adam and Eve. 

Str Fac. Gad-ſo, then they will ſoon be 
upon us: come, good folks, the balcon 
will give us the beſt view of the whole. Ma- 
Jor, you willtake theladies under protection. 

Major. Sir Jacob, I am upon guard. 

Str Fac. I can tell you, this Heel-Tap is 
an arch raſcal.— | 

Sneak. And plays the beſt game at crib- 
bage in the whole corporation of Garratt. 

Mrs. Sneak. That puppy will always be 
a-chattering. 

Sneak. Nay, I did but 

Mrs. Sneak. Hold your tongue, or III 
ſend you home in an inſtant 85 

Str Fac. Pr'ythee, daughter !—You may 
to-day, Major, meet with ſomething that 
will put you in mind of more important 
tranſactions. | 

Major. Perhaps fo. WE 

Sir Jac. Lack-a-day, all men are alike; 
their principles exactly the ſame : for tho 
art and education may diſguiſe or poliſh 
the manners, the ſame motives and ſprings 
are univerſally planted. 

Major. Indedd 

Sir Jac. Why, in this mob, this group 
of plebeians, you will meet with materials to 
make a Sylla, a Cicero, a Solon, or a ws 

| let 
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et them but change conditions, and the 


world's great lord had been but the beſt 
wreſtler on the green. 

Major. Ay, ay, I could have told theſe 
things formerly; but ſince I have been in 
the army, I have entirely negletted the 
CIs: Mob without huzza. 
Sie. Fac. But the heroes are at hand, Major. 

Sneak. Father Sir Jacob, might not we 
have a tankard of ſtingo above ? 

Str Jac. By all means. 

Sneak. Dye hear, Roger. 
[ Excunt into the balcony. 


SCENE; 4A$TRKEET; 


Enter Mob, with Heel-Tap at their head; 
ſome ching aGoole; othersa Mug; others 

a Primmer. 

Heel-Tap. Silence, there; ſilence! 

1/t. Mob. Hear neighbour Heel-Tap. 

24 Mob. Ay, ay, hear Criſpin. 

3d Mob. Ay, ay, hear him, hear Criſpin: 
He will put us into the model of the thing 
at once. | 

Heel-Tap. Why then, ſilence! I ſay. 

All. Silence. 

Heel-Tap. Silence, and let us proceed, 
neighbours, with all the decency and con- 
fuſion uſual upon thele occaſions. 

1/t Mob. Ay, ay, there is no doing with- 
out that, | 

All. 
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All. No, no, no. 

Heel- 705. Silence then, and keep the 
peace: what, is there no reſpect paid 8 au- 
thority? am not I the returning officer? 

All. Ay, ay, ay. 

Fleel-Tap. Choſen by yourſelves, and ap- 
proved of by Sir Jacob? 

All. True, true. 

Heel-Tap. Well then, be ſilent and civil; 
ſtand back there, that gentleman without a 
ſhirt, and d make room for your betters: 
where's Simon Snuffle the Sexton ? 

Snuffle. Here. 

Heel-Tap. Lethimcomeforward; weap- 
point him our ſecretary : for Simon is a 
{colard, and can read written hand; and ſo 
let him be reſpected accordingly. 

3d Mob. Room for Maſter Shuffle. 

Heel-Tap. Here, ſtand by me: and let us 
neighbours proceed to open the premunire 
of the thing: but firſt, yourreverence to the 
lord of the manor: a long life and a merry 
one to our landlord Sir Jacob! Huzza! 

Mob. Huzza! 

Sneak. How fares it, honeſt Criſpin? 

Heel-Tap. Servant, Mater Sneak.—Let 
us now open the premunire of the thin 
which I ſhall do briefly, with all the Joqua- 
city poſſible ; that 1s, in a medium way ; 
which, that we may the better do it, let the 
ſecretary read the names of the candidates, 
3 gab and 
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and what they ſay for themſelves; and then 
we ſhall know whit to ſay of chem: Maſter 
Snuffle, begin. 

Snuffle. To the worthy inhabitants of 
the ancient corporation of Garratt: Gen- 
„ tlemen, your votes and intereſt are hum- 
e bly requeſted in favour of Timothy 
* Gooſe, to ſucceed your late worthy may- 
* or, Mr. Richard Dripping, in the ſaid 
« office, he being” 

Heel-Tap. This Goole is but a kind of 
Goſling, a ſort of ſneaking ſcoundrel : who 
is he? 


Snufle. Ajourneyman taylor, from Put- 
ney. 
Heel-Tap. A journeyman taylor! A raſ- 


cal, has he the impudence to tranſpire to be 


mayor? D'ye conlider, neighbours, the 
weight of this olhce ? Why, 1 it is a burthen 
for the back of a porter: and can you think 
that this crois-legg'd cabbage-eating ſon of 
a cucumber, this whey-tac'd ninny, who is 
but the ninth part ot a man, has ſtrength 
to ſupport it? G 

1// Mob. No Goole! no Gooſe! 

2d Mob. A Goole! 

Feel-Tap. Hold your hiſſing, and pro- 


ceed to the next. 
Snuffle. © Your votes are defired for 


+ Matthew Mug.” 


% Mob. A Mug! A Mug! | 
| | | Hel- 
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Heel-Tap. Oh, oh, what you are all ready 
to have a touch of the tankard : but, fair 
and ſoft, good neighbours, let us taſte this 
fatter Mug, before we ſwallow him; and 


unleſs I am miſtaken, you will find him a 


damn'd bitter draught. 
1/t Mob. A Mug! a Mug! 


2d Mob. Hear him; hear Maſter Heel- - 


Tap. 
1/t Mob. A Mug! a Mug! 
Heel. Jap. Harkye, you fellow, with your 
mouth full of Mug, let me aſk you a quel- 
tion: bring him forward: pray is not this 
Matthew Mug a victualler? 

294 Mob. I believe he may. 

Heel-Tap. And lives at the ſign of the 

Adam and Eve” 
34 Mob. I believe he may. 

Heel-Tap. Now anſwer upon your ho- 
nour, and as you are a gentleman, what is 
the preſent price of a quart of home-brew'd 
at the Adam and Eve? | 

34 Mob. I don't know. 

\ Heel-Tap. You lie, ſirrah: an't it a groat; 
3d Mob. I believe it may. 

Heel- Jah. Oh, may be lo: now, neigh- 
bours, here's a pretty raſcal; this ſame 
Mug, becauſe, d'ye ſee, ſtate-affairs would 
not jog glibly without laving a farthing a 
quart upon ale; this ſcoundrel, not content- 


ed 
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ed to take things in a medium way, has had 


the impudence to raiſe it a penny. 
Mob. No Mug! no Mug! 
 Heel-Taþ. So, I thought I ſhould crack 
Mr. Mug. Come, proceed to the next, Si- 
mon. | | 
Snuffle, The next upon the liſt is Peter 
Primmer, the ſchoolmaſter. 

Heel-Tap. Ay, neighbours, and a ſuffi- 
cient man: let me tell you, Maſter Prim- 
mer is the man for my money; a man of 
learning; that can lay down the law: why, 
adzooks, he is wiſe enough to puzzle the 
parſon: and then, how you have heard him 
oration at the Adam andEve of a Saturday 


night, about Ruſſia and Pruſſia: Ecod, 


George Gage the exciſeman is nothing at 
all to un. 

4th Mob. A Primmer! 

Heel-Tap. Ay, if the folks above did but 
know him; why, lads, he will make us all 
ſtateſmen in time. 


24 Mob. Indeed! 


Heel-T, ap. Why, he ſwears as how all 


the miſcarriages are owing to the great 
people's not learning to read. 

3d Mob. Indeed! 

| Heel-Tap, For, ſays Peter, ſays he, if they 


vould but once ſubmit to be learnedby me, 


there is no knowing to what a pitch the na- 


tion might riſe. : 
© 1/t Mob. 


j 
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1/t Mob. Ay, I wiſh they would. 

Sneak. Enn, what is Peter Primmer a 
candidate ? 

Heel-Tap. He is, Maſter Sneak. 

Sneak. Lord, I know him, mun, as well 
as my mother : why, I uſed to go to his lec- 
tures to Pewterers-hall long with deputy 
Firkin. | — 

Heel-Tap. Like enough. 

Sneak, Odds-me, brother Bruin, can you 
tell me what is become of my vife ? 

Bruin. She is gone off with the Major. 

Sneak, May hap to take a walk in the gar- 
den; Iwill go and take a peep at what they 
are doing. Exit Sneak. 

Mob without huzza. 

Heel-Tap. Gad-ſo! the candidates are 
coming. Come, neighbours, range your- 
ſelves to the right and left, that you may be 


 canval;'d in order: let us ſee who comes 


firlt? 
1/t Mob. Maſter Mug. 
Heel- Tap. Now, neighbours, have a good 
caution that this Maſter Mug does not ca- 
jole you; he is a damn d palavering fellow. 


Enter Matthew Mug. 


Mug. Gentlemen, I am the loweſt of 
your ſlaves: Mr. Heel-Tap, have the ho- 
nour of kiſſing your hand. 

Heel-Jab. There, did not I tell you? 


3 Mug. 
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Mug. Ah, my very good friend, I hope 
your father 1s well ? 

1½ Mob. He is dead. 

Mug. So he is. Mr. Grub, if my wiſhes 
prevail, your very good wife is in health. 

2d Mob. Wife! I never was married. 

Mug. No more you were. Well, neigh- 
bours and friends—Ah ! what honeſt Dick 
Bennet. | 

3d Mob. My name is Gregory Gubbins. 

Mug. You are right, it 1s ſo; and how 
fares it with good Maſter Gubbins ? 

394 Mob. Pretty tight, Maſter Mug. 

Mug. I am exceedingly happy to hear it. 

4th Mob. Harkye, Maſter Mug. | 

Mug. Yourpleaſuremy very dear friend? 

4th Mob. Why as how, and concerning 
our young one at home. 

Mug. Right; ſhe is a prodigious promil- 
ing girl. 

4th Mob. Girl ! Zooks, why 'tis a boy. 

Mug. True; a fine boy! I love and ho- 
nour the child. 

4th Mob. Nay, 'tis none ſuch a child ; 
but you promis d to get un a place. 

Mug. A place! what place? 

4th Mob. Why, a gentleman'sſervice, you 
RS. 

Mug. It is done; it is fixed; it is ſettled. 

4th Mob. And when is the lad to take on! 

Aug. He muſt go in a fortnight at fartheſt. 

C 2 4th Mob 
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4th Mob. And is it a pretty goodiſh birth 
Maſter Mug? 

Mug. The beſt in the world; head but- 
ler to lady Barbara Bounce. 

4th Mob. A lady! 

Mug. The wages are not much, but the 
nails are amazing. 

4th Mob. Barbara Bunch ? | 

Mug. Yes; the has routs on Tueſdays 
and Sundays, and he gathers the tables; only 
he finds candles, caras, coffee, and tea. 

4% Mob. Is Lady Barbara's work pretty 
tight? | 

yy As good as a ſine- cure; he only 
writes cards to her company, and drefles his 
miſtreſs's hair. | 

4% Mob. Hair! Zounds, why Jack was 
bred to dreſſing of horſes. 

Mug. True; but he is ſuffered to do that 
by deputy. _ 

4th Mob. May be ſo. 

Mug. It is ſo. Harkye, dear Heel-Tap, 
who 1s this fellow? 1 ſhould remember his 
face. Fee 
Heel-Tap. And don't you? 

Mug. Not I, I profeſs. 
 MHeel-Tap. No! 

Mi. No. | 
Ileel- Tap. Well faid, Maſter Mug; but 
come, time wears: haveyou any thing more 
to lay to the Corporation? 

| Mug. 
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Mug. Gentlemen of the Corporation of 
Garratt. 1 

Heel-Tap. Now, twig him; now, mind 
him: mark how he hauls his muſcles about. 

Mug. The honourl this day ſolicit, will 
be to me the molt honourable honour that 


can be conferr'd; and, ſhouid I ſucceed, 


you, gentlemen, may depend on my uſing 
my utmoſt endeavours to promotethe good 
of the borough; for which purpole, the en- 
couragement of your trade and manufatto- 
ries will molt principally tend. Garratt it 


muſt be own'd, is an inland town and has 


not, like Wandſworth and Fulham and Put- 
ney, the glorious advantage of a port; but 
what nature has denied, induſtry may ſup— 
ply; cabbage, carrots, and colly-flowr's, may 
be deemed at preſent, your ſtaple commo- 
dities; but why ſhould not your commerce 


be extended? Were I, gentlemen, worthy 


to adviſe, I ſhould recommend the opening 
a new branch of trade; ſparagraſs, gentle- 
men, the manufacturing of {paragrals: Bat- 
terfea, I own, gentlemen, bears, at preſent, 
the belle ; but where hes the fault? In our- 
ſelves, gentlemen : let us, gentlemen, but 
exert our natural ſtrength, and I will take 
uponme to ſay, that a hundred of graſs from 


the Corporation of Garratt, will in a ſhort 
time, at the London market, be held, at leaſt 


as an equivalent to a Batterſea bundle. 
Mob. A Mug! a Mug! 


hy. © 3 Ileel- 
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Heel-Tap. Damn the fellow whata tongue 
he has! God, I muſt ſtep in, or he will 
carry the day. Harkee, Maſter Mug! 

Mug. Yourpleaſuremy very good friend: 


Hecl-Tap. No flummering me: I tell 


thee, Matthew, 'twon't do : why, as to this 


article of ale here, how comes it about that 


you have raiſed it a penny a quart? 

Mug. A word in your ear, Criſpin ; you 

and your friends ſhall have it at threepence. 

{cel T . What, firrah, d'ye offer a 
bribe! D'ye dare to corrupt me, you 
ſcoundrel ! 

Mug. Gentlemen— | 

HFe-!-Tap. Here, neighbours; the fellow 
has Offer d to bate a penny a quart, if ſo be 
as how I would be conſenting io impole up- 
on you. 

Mob. No Mug! no Mug! 

Mug. Neighbours, friends— 

Mob. No Mug! 

Mug. | believe this is the firſt borough 
th-t ever was loſt by the returning officer 
refuſing a bribe. [ Exit Mug. 

24 Mob. Let us go and pull down his ſign. 

Heel-7ap. Hold, hold, no riot: but that 
we may not give Mug time to pervert the 
votes and carry the day, let us proceed to 
the election. as 
Mob. Agreed! agreed! | 

[ Exit Heel-Tap, and Mob. 
: | Ns 
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Sir Jacob, Bruin, and Wife, come from the 


balcony. 

Sir Jac. Well, ſon Bruin, how d'ye re- 
liſh the Corporation of Garratt? 

Bruin. Why, lookye, Sir Jacob, my 
way is always to ſpeak what I think: I 
don't approve ont at all. 

Mrs. Bruin. No! 

Str Jac. And what's your objection? 

Bruin. Why, I was never over-fond of 
your May-games : ee eee are 
too ſerious things; they are edge- tools, Sir 

acobd. 
0 Sir Fac. That they are frequently tools, 
I can readily grant; but I neverheard much 
of their edge. 
Mrs. Bruin. Well now, I proteſt, I am 
pleas'd with it mightily, 
Bruin. And who the devil doubts it ?— 
You women folks are eaſily pleas'd. 

Mrs. Bruin. Well, I like it ſo well, that 
I hope to ſee one every year. 

Bruin. Do you? Why then you will be 
damnably bit; you may take your leave I 
can teil you, for, this is the laſt you ſhall ſee, 

Str Fac. Fye, Mr. Bruin, how can you 
be ſuch a bear: is that a manner of treating 

our wife? 

Bruin. What, I ſuppoſe you would have 
me ſuch a ſniveling fb as your {ſon-in-law 
C 4 Sneak, 
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Sneak, to truckle and cringe, to {etch and 
to | 


Enter Sneak, in a violent hurry. 


Sneak. Where's brother Bruin? O Lord! 
brother, I have ſuch a diſmal ſtory to tell 
you | 

Bruin. What's the matter? 

Sneak. Why, you know 1 went into the 
garden to look for my vife and the Major, 
and there I kunted and hunted as ſharp as 
if it had been for one of my own minikens; 
but the deuce a Major or Madam could I 
ſec: at laſt, a thought came into my head 
to look for them up in the ſummer houſe. 

Bruin. And there you found them ? 

Sneak, T'1] tell you, the door was lock'd; 
and then I look'd thro' the key-hole: and, 
there, Lord a mercy upon us! (Whz/pers ] 
as ſure as a gun. 

Bruin. Indeed! Zounds, why did not you 
break open the door? 5 

Syxeak. | durſt not: what, would you 
have me ſer my wit to a foldicr? I wirrant 
the M:jor would have knock'd me down 
with one of his Louts ; for I could ſee they 
were bob of them off R 

Lr1um. Very well | Pretty doings ? You 
ſce, vir ]:cob, thelc are the tru ts of indul- 
gence: you may call me a bear, but your 
daughter {halt never make me a boaſt 


Mob. 
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Mob Juzzas. 


Str Fac. Hey day! What is the election 
over already. 
Enter Criſpin, Se. 

Heel-1up. Where is mailer Sneak? 

Sn-ak. Here, Criſpin. 

Heel-Tap. The ancient Corporation of 
Garratt, in conſideration of your great 

arts and abil; ties, and Hut of reſpect to 
their landlord, Sir Jacob, have unani- 
moully choſen you mayor. 

$n-ak, Me! huzza! good Lord, who 
would have thought it: but how came 
Maſter Primmer to loſe it? 

Heel-T:;þp. Why, Phill Fleam had told 
the electors, that aller Primmer was an 
Iriſhman; and ſo they would none of them 
give their vote for a foreigner. 

Sneur. So then, I have it for certain: 
Huzza! Now, brothier Bruin, you ſhall 
ſee how I'll manage my Madam : Gad, ['l] 
make her know l am a man of authority; ; 
ſhe ſhan't think to bullock and domineer 
over me. 

Bruin. Now for | it, Sneak; the enemy 8 
at hand. 

Sneab. You promiſe to ſtand. wy me, 
brother Bruin. | 

Bruin. Tooth and nail. 

nent. Then now for it; I am ready, 
let her come when the will. 


Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Sneak. 


Mrs. Sneak. Where is the puppy? 

Sneak, Yes, yes, ſhe 1s axing for me. 

Mrs. Sneak. So, lot ; what, is this true 
that I hear? 


Sneak, May be tis, ge” be 'tan't: I 


don't chuſe to truſt my affairs with a vo- 


man. Is that right, brother Bruin ? 
Bruin. Fine ! dont bate her an inch. 
Sneak, Stand by me. 


Mrs. Sneak, Hey-day! I am amaz'd! 


Why, what 1s the meaning of this ? 
Sneak. The meaning 1s plain, that I am 

grown a man, and vil do what I pleaſe, 

without being accountable to obo 
Mrs. 2 

bewitch'd. 


Sneak. No, I am unwitch'd, and that you 


ſhall know to your coſt; and fince you 
provoke me, I will tell you a bit of my 
mind: what, I am the huſband, I hope? 
Bruin. That's right: at her again. 
Sneak. Ves; 2 you ſhan't think to 
hettor and domineer over me as you have 


done; for III go to the club when I pleaſe, 


and ſtay out as late as I iſt, and row in a boat 
to Putney on Sundays, and wiſit my friends 
at Vitſontide, and keep the key of the till, 
and help myſelf at table to vhat vittles I 
like, and Ill have a bit of the brown. 

Bruin 


Why, the fellow is Raue 
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Bruin. Bravo, brother! Sneak, the day's 
your own. ; 

Sneak. An't it? vhy, I did not think it 
vas in me: ſhall I tell her all I know? 

Bruin. Every thing; you ſee ſhe is 
ſtruck dumb, | 

Sneak. As an oyſter: beſides madam, I 
have ſomething furder to tell you : ecod, 
if ſome folks go into gardens with Majors, 
may hap other people may go into garrets 

with maids.—T here, I gave it her home, 

brother Bruin. 

Mrs. Sneak. Why doodle! jackanapes! 
harkee, who am I? 3 

Sneak. Come, don't go to call names: am 
I? vhy my vife, and I am your maſter. 

Mrs. Sneak. My maſter! you paltry, 
puddling puppy; you ſneaking ſhabby, 
{crubby, ſniveling whelp! 

Sneak. Brother Bruin, don't let her 
come near me. | 

Mrs. Sneak. Have I, firrah, demean'd 
myſelf to wed ſuch a ng, ſuch a reptile 
as thee! Have I not made myſelf a bye- 
* word to all my acquaintance! Don't all 
the world cry, Lord, who would have 
thought it! Miſs Molly Jollup to be mar- 
ried to Sneak ; to take up at laſt with ſuch . 
a noodle as he! 5 

Sneak. Ay, and glad enough you could 
catch me : you know, you was pretty near 


your laſt legs. W 
Mrs. Sneak. 
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Mrs. Sneak. Was there ever ſuch a con- 
fident cur? My laſt legs! Why, all the 
country knows, I could have pick'd and 
chus'd where I would : did not I refuſe 


Squire Ap-Griffith from Wales? did not 


Counſellor Crab come a courting a twelve- 


month? did not Mr. Wort, the great 


brewer of Brentford, make an offer that I 
ſhould keep my poſt-chay ? 


Sneak, Nay, brother Bruin, ſhe has had 


verry good proffers, that is certain. 
Mrs. Sneak. My laſt legs !—but I can 
rein my paſſion no longer; let me get at 
the villain. | 
Bruin. O fye, ſiſter Sneak. 
Sneak. Hold her faſt. | 
Mrs. Sneak. Mr. Bruin, unhand me: 


what, is it you that have ſtirred up theſe 


coals then; he is {et on by you to abuſe me. 
Bruin. Not I; I would only have a man 

behave like a man. 
Mrs. Sneak. What, and are you to teach 

him, I warrant—But here comes the Major. 


Enter Major Sturgeon. 
Oh Major! ſucha riot and rumpus! Like 


a man indeed! I wiſh people would mind 


their own affairs, andnot meddle with mat- 
ters that does not concern them : but all in 
good time; I ſhall one day catch him alone 
when he has not his bullies to back him. 


Sneak. 


S Parte. 6H Ls xd 
ky e 2 


OF GARRATT. 45 


Sneak, Adod, that's true, brother Bruin; 
what ſhall I do when ſhe has me at home, 
and nobody by but ourſelves? 

Bruin, If you get her once under, you 
may do with her whatever you will. 

Major. Look ye, Maſter Bruin, I don't 
know how this behaviour may ſuit with 
a citizen; but, were you an officer, and 
Major Sturgeon upon your court-martial-- 

Bruin, What then ? 

Major. Then ! why then you would be 
broke. 

Bruin. Broke! and for what? 

Major. What! read the articles of war: 
but theſe things are out of yourſpear; points 
of honour are for the ſons of the ſword. 

Snea#. Honour! if you come to that, 
where was your honour when you got my 

vife in the garden? 
Major. Now, Sir Jacob, this is the curſe 
of our cloth: all ſuſpected for the faults 
of a few. | 

Sneak. Ay, and not without reaſon ; I 
heard of yourtricks at the king of Bohemy, 
when you was campaining about, I did: fa- 
ther Sir Jacob, he is as wictousasanold ram. 

Major. Stop vhilſt you are ſafe, Maſter 

Sneak; for the ſake of your amiable lady, 
I pardon what is paſt But for you 
Bruin. Well. 
Major. Dread the whole force ofmy fury. 
Bruin. 


* 
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Bruin. Why, lookye, Major Sturgeon, 
I don't much care for your poppers and 
ſharps, becaule why, they are out of my 
way; but if you will doff with your boots, 
and box a couple of bouts 
Major. Box! box! blades! bullets ! 
Bagſhot ! 


Mrs. Sneak. Nor for the world, my dear 


Major! oh, riſk not ſo rie a life. Un- 
ay wretches! and 1s this the reward 
or all the great feats he has done? After 

all his marchings, his ſouſings, his ſweat- 

ings, his ſwimmings; muſt his dear blood 
be ſpilt by a broker! 

Major. Be ſatisfy'd, ſweet Mrs. Sneak; 
thele little fracaſes we ſoldiers are ſubject 
to; trifles, bagatailes, Mrs. Sneak: but that 
matters may be conducted in a military 
manner, I will get our a to pen me a 


challenge. Ex pet to hear from my adjutant. 


Mrs. Sneak. Major, Sir Jacob; what, are 
you all leagu'd againſt his dear ——A man! 
yes, a very manly action indeed to ſet mar- 
ried people a quarreling, and ferment a dif- 


ference between huſband and wife: if you 


were a man, you would not ſtand by and 
ſee a poor woman beat and abus'd by a 
brute, you would not. 


Sneak. Oh Lord, I can hold out no 


longer! why, ' brother Bruin, you have ſet 
her a veeping: my life, my lovy, don't 
— veep: 
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veep : did I ever think I ſhould have made 
my Molly to veep? | 

Mrs. Sneak. Laſt legs! you Iubberly— 

[ Strikes ham. 

Sir Jac. Oh, fye! Molly. 

Mrs. Sneak, What, are you leagu'd 
againſt me, Sir Jacob? 

Sir Jac. Prithee, don't expoſe yourſelf 
before the whole pariſh : but what has 
been the occaſion of this? 

Mrs. Sneak. Why has not he gone and 
made himſelf the fool of the fair ? Mayor 
of Garratt indeed! ecod, I could trample 
him under my feet. 

Sneak. Nay, why ſhould you grudge 
me my purfarment? 

Mrs. Sneak. Did you ever hear ſuch an 
oaf ? why thee wilt be pointed at wherever 
thee goeſt: lookye, Jerry, mind what I 
ſay ; go get em to chuſe ſomebody elſe, 
or never come near me again. 

Sneak. What ſhall Ido, father Sir Jacob? 

Str Fac. Nay, daughter, you take this 
thing in too ſerious alight; my honeſt neigh- 
bours thought to compliment me : but 
come, we'll ſettle the buſineſs at once. 
Neighbours, my ſon Sneak being ſeldom 
amongſt us, the duty will never be done, 
fo we will get our honeſt friend Heel-Tap 
to execute the office; he is, I think every 
way qualified. 5 

Mob. A Heel-Tap! 

| Heel-Tap. What d'ye mean, as Maſter 


| Jeremy's deputy ? . 
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Sir Jac. Ay, ay, his Locum Tenens. 

Sneak. Do, Criſpin : do be my Locum 
Tenens. 

Fleel-Tap. Give me your hand, Maſter 
Sneak and to oblige you I will be the Lo- 
cum Tenens. 

Sz Fac. So, that is ſettled ; but now to 
heal the other breich : come, Major, the 
gentlemenof yourcloth ſeldom bear malice; 
let me interpoſe between you and my ſon. 

Maj:r. Your ſon-in-law, Sir jacob, does 
delarys a caſtigation; but on recollection, a 
cit would but fully my arms. I forgive him. 

Sz Jac. That's right; as a token of 
amity, and to celebrate our teaſt, let us call 
in the hddles. Now if the Major had but 
his ſhoes, he might join in a country dance. 

Major. Sir Jacob, no ſhoes, a Major 
mult be never out of his boots ; always 
ready for attion. Mrs. Sneak will find me 
Iighilome enough. 

Sneak. What are all thevomen enga ged? 
why then my Locum Tenens and I will pg 
together. Forget and forgwe, Major. 

Major. Freely, 

Nor bs it ſaid, that, aſter all my toil, 
I {tain'd my regimental; by a broil. : 
To you I dedicate boots, Word, and ſhield, 

Sir Tac. As harmleſs in the chamber as 

the field. 
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